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PROLOGUE 


OF  Love  and  Friendship  and  the  Passing  Hour 
I  make  my  wreath,  and  whether  weed  or 
flower 

Leave  it,  uncertain,  to  uncertain  hands: 
To-morrow  to  strange  fields,  in  doubtful  lands. 


8. 10. 1 6. 
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THE  TEMPLE  OF  JANUS 


FEW  know  the  souls  of  these  divinities, 
One  Flowing  Water,  the  other  Flaming  Fire, 
Powers  answering  Life's  infinite  desire — 
Beauty,  more  beauty,  and  lovelier  surprise. 
Life  wakes,  and  looking  in  the  Morning's  eyes, 
Discovers  promise  of  that  wide  Empire 
To  whose  vague  gold  her  untried  wings  aspire, 
While  drowned  in  Lethe  all  past  sorrow  lies. 

Friendship  and  Love :  a  dual  Temple  covers 
A  single  altar  and  a  single  throne 
Where  neither  Majesty  is  worshipped  alone, 
But  one  impalpable  Presence  sings  and  hovers, 
Invoked  alike  by  suppliant  friends  and  lovers. 
Mocked  by  no  graven  image  of  wood  or  stone. 


7 


RIVERS 


MEUSE,  Yser,  Marne,  Aisne,  Somme,  the 
streams  of  Fame 
Will  sound  their  glorious  echoes  to  our  ears, 
Waters  of  Life,  across  the  waste  of  years 
And  Wilderness  of  Time  without  a  name. 
Blood  of  our  blood  these  swirling  waters  claim; 
They  swell  their  volume  with  our  infinite  tears, 
And  no  sea  sets  to  their  divine  careers 
Term  of  oblivion  or  night  of  shame. 

Love  has  drunk  deeply  of  these  bitter  rivers, 
Plunged,  and  been  lost,  and  arisen  sancftified 
To  stand  calm-crowned,  now,  at  the  farther  side; 
But  Death,  confused  by  Life's  magnificent  givers, 
Falls  to  his  knees,  and  as  he  stoops  and  shivers, 
Empties  the  cup  of  once  imperial  pride. 
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CONQUISTADORS 

(Written  on  the  flyleaf  of  the  Wykehamist  War- Service  Roll, 
and  reprinted  from  the  ''Wykehamist.") 

DEATH,  in  our  Day,  by  putting  ofThis  cloak 
Of  lonely  terror,  wherewith  he  went  decked, 
Has  lost  his  old,  inscrutable  aspecfl, 
And  treads  familiar  among  fearless  folk, 
Who  greet  him  with  a  smile.  His  thunder-stroke 
Is  met  by  flashing  eyes  and  limbs  erecft: 
They  only  groan  who  suffer  Timers  neglec5l, 
And  bow,  less  willing,  to  Life's  wearier  yoke. 

These  proud  adventurers  beyond  the  bourne 
Go,  glad  like  swimmers  breasting  a  strong  sea, 
Into  the  sun's  light  and  winds  blowing  free. 

The  cliffs  of  home  rise  up  to  meet  the  morn; 

True  dreams  come  to  them  from  the  ^'  Gates  of 
Horn,'' 

And  they  have  sight  of  larger  Life  than  we. 
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^^K.  OF  K." 


OUR  land  lives  by  the  spirit  that  he  gave, 
And  our  sea  claims  the  raiment  of  his  soul: 
He  needs  no  empty  phrases  to  extol 
The  vicSlory  secure  beyond  the  grave. 
Others  he  saved;  himself  he  could  not  save, 
And  Earth  was  his,  not  ocean,  to  control. 
Still  with  the  same  calm  he  surveys  the  whole; 
His  power  is  not  in  bondage  of  the  wave. 

Hereafter,  when  the  harvest  the  great  Dead 
Sowed  with  the  gesture  of  a  Titan  hand 
Shall  be  ripe  gold  for  reaping  in  the  land. 
And  the  full  ears  are  Freedom's  Life  and  Bread, 
There  will  be  no  word  worthy  to  be  said, 
But  like  a  tower  that  Memory  will  stand. 
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CHARLES 


(21  August  1916.    Battle  of  the  Sommc.) 

PEACE,  and  the  Light  about  you  where  you  go  ! 
Though  we  who  sit  in  darkness  cannot  spell 
Save  this,  that  all  things  have  been  ordered 
well, 

And  still  we  grieve  and  would  not  have  it  so. 

You  have  more  faith,  and  smile  as  if  to  show 
Life  is  not  shattered  for  a  bursting  shell. 
And,  if  we  listened,  you  would  speak  and  tell 

Gay  things,  with  laughter,  in  the  voice  we  know. 

A  long  while,  or  a  little  while,  good-bye; 
Whether  you  come  to  us,  or  we  to  you. 
Some  day  the  journey  ends  as  journeys  do, 

And  friends  are  friends,  and  friendship  cannot  die; 

Even  our  thoughts  are  powers,  winged  powers 
that  fly, 

And  the  wings  sweep  about  you  if  we  knew. 


II 


THE  ESCORT 


HEN  to  the  shade  so  many  must  proceed 
So  loved,  so  leaving  Love  uncomforted, 
While  no  flowers  heap  the  hasty  burial-bed, 
No  wonted  rites  the  dark  forth-faring  speed 
Shall  we  believe  Love  helpless  at  his  need. 
Or  absent,  or  unavailing  to  his  dead, 
And  not  be  certain  his  invisible  tread 
And  his  winged  sorrow  bring  him  near  indeed? 

If  we  esteem  our  Love  so  poor  of  aid. 

Let  Faith,  at  least,  support  his  faltering  stride 
That  wiser  Love  than  ours  will  watch  beside 
The  unknown  voyage  terribly  to  be  made, 
Tenderer  Love  spread  with  his  wings  his  shade, 
Mightier  Love  give  light  for  the  light  denied. 
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MATRICIDE 

THE  shaken  and  scarred  Earth  whose  wounds 
we  see, 

So  many  mouths  in  torment  unassuaged, 
The  green  and  friendly  Earth  wrath  has  outraged 
And  stripped  and  bound  that  was  so  fair  and  free, 
She  calls  for  vengeance.  By  each  field  and  tree 
Upon  whose  innocence  such  war  is  waged 
The  hand  of  man  is  solemnly  engaged 
To  slay  until  the  slayer  cease  to  be. 

This  passion  was  of  man:  man  must  atone. 
It  is  a  lesser  thing  that  he  destroy 
The  unsightly  cities  of  his  dark  employ. 

The  twisted  metal  and  the  shapen  stone. 

The  maker,  there,  hath  only  marred  his  own; 
Not  Earth,  our  Mother,  felt  the  fall  of  Troy. 
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BEFORE  DAWN 

SOMETIMES  it  seems  this  cup  will  never  pass 
And  Dawn  come  back  with  laughter  on  her 
lips, 

Or  the  Sun  shine,  having  suffered  such  eclipse, 
Or  Love  be  again  the  glad  thing  that  it  was. 
Now  we  see  always  darkly,  in  a  glass; 
Our  souls  are  driven  like  storm-weary  ships 
Before  whose  bows  a  blurred  horizon  dips, 
And  still  recedes  in  the  sea's  blinding  mass. 

Still  from  her  grave  Hope  rises,  being  slain, 

As  softly  as  a  rose  lifting  her  head 

Above  the  mounds  of  the  scarcely  sleeping  dead. 
Followed  beyond  Death  by  the  guns'  refrain; 
Proud  Hope,  triumphant  upon  fields  of  Pain, 

A  crimson  flower  for  the  crimson  that  was  shed. 
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ORDEAL  BY  FIRE 

RINGED  by  this  fiery  cauldron,  blind  with 
smoke, 

Wherein  souls  numberless  burn,  sink,  or  swim, 
How  shall  we  see,  whose  blood-flecked  eyes 
turn  dim. 

How  speak  whose  parching  tongues  half  shrink 
to  invoke 

Our  God,  sometime  compassionate,  who  broke 
Old  covenants  of  mercy?  Fast  with  Him, 
Marred  as  we  be  in  tortured  mind  or  limb. 

Our  torn  hearts  bide  to  bear  His  judgment-stroke. 

Nation  by  nation,  man  by  man  we  wait 
Search  of  His  purging  fire  whose  pang  we  know 
Redeems  vain  pleasure  pursued  long  ago. 
And  false  gods  loved  too  well.  Then,  soon  or  late, 
We  must  emerge  new-gifted  to  create. 

Strong  in  a  new  dawn  watch  the  splendour  grow. 
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REINFORCEMENTS 


FREEDOM  is  justified  of  her  calm  air 
When  she  cried  *'War!"  and  stooped  to 
forge  a  sword 
And  beat  a  helmet  for  her  unbound  hair 
Against  the  Dark  ones,  and  their  darker  Lord. 
Fear  and  Self-pity  and  Policy  abode 
Peeping  through  shuttered  window  and  barred 
door, 

And  praised  their  wisdom,  seeing  how  she  rode 
Lonely  into  the  face  of  sudden  War. 
And  when  her  wounds  were  deep  and  Freedom 
leaned 

Heavily  on  her  shield,  seeming  to  swoon. 
They  forgot  caution  and  acclaimed  the  Fiend, 
Vainly  imagining  the  end  was  soon. 

They  did  not  see  behind  the  Aggressor  tread 
The  implacable  Battalions  of  the  Dead, 


SHAPES  OF  POWER 

TOMBS  OF  THE  MEDICI 

THE  Night  is  bowed  beneath  her  weight  of 
thought; 

There  crowns  her  drooping  brows  a  crescent 
gloom, 

And  all  the  sorrows  of  the  world  are  brought 
To  mourn  in  marble  for  they  know  not  whom. 
The  Dawn  that  turns  uneasily  from  sleep 
With  painful  stirring  of  her  Titan  limbs 
Has  eyes  still  heavy  with  the  dreams  they  keep, 
Where  Beauty  into  darkness  fades  and  swims. 
Above,  the  brooding  majesty  commands 
Of  him  who  sees  beneath  his  vizored  helm 
Far-off  his  Fame,  with  laurel  in  her  hands, 
Glory  and  War,  and  all  an  unwon  realm. 

These  were  thy  children.  Lord  of  Form,  and 
lo! 

Time  is  fulfilled,  and  they  rise  up  and  go. 
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FRIENDSHIP 


WHEN  I  would  summon  words  to  sing  for 
you, 

The  tenderness  that  draws  us  each  to  each 
Seems  over-wise  and  delicate  for  speech, 

And  what  are  words,  a  feeble  folk  and  few! 

Your  hand  in  mine;  enough  that  this  be  true; 
Your  heart  to  mine,  and  why  should  I  beseech 
The  tongues  of  men  and  angels?  They  could 
teach 

Little  to  Love,  and  nothing  strange  or  new. 

Then  Silence;  let  the  sound  of  all  men's  feet. 
And  all  the  fret  of  voices  touch  us  not. 
Then  Peace,  in  which  those  others  have  no  lot, 
And  Time  folds  up  his  wings  that  were  so  fleet: 
Your  hand  in  mine;  only  the  pulse  should  beat, 
Your  heart  to  mine,  and  all  the  world  forgot. 
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SHADOW  AND  LIGHT 

LAST  night  the  moon  was  like  a  golden  shield 
i  On  a  star-powdered  arras;  to  and  fro 
A  hundred  swords  of  leaping  light  below, 
Crossing  and  flashing,  filled  the  airy  field. 
To  our  eyes  watching  was  their  way  revealed 
To  search  all  heaven,  in  hatred,  for  a  foe: 
But  we,  far  under,  had  more  wit  to  know 
How  Love  in  shadow  looks  for  Love  concealed. 

There  is  no  dark  so  dark  I  would  not  find 
Light  in  your  eyes  enough  to  read  thereby 
Beauty  and  Truth.  A  venerable  lie 
Was  handed  down  by  Time  that  Love  is  blind, 
But  the  God  laughs,  and  keeps  a  tranquil  mind. 
And  we  know  better — Love,  and  you,  and  I. 


19 


OXFORD  TO  DEPTFORD 


UNDER  the  moon,  the  meadows,  as  they  did 
In  May-time  now  a  memory,  invite 
To  hear  the  calling  of  an  owl  half-hid, 
And  feel  the  soft  breath  of  care-charming  night 
Flutter  the  mouth  of  Love,  and  lift  her  hair. 
And  half-sighing  pass.  The  hushed  waters  wind 
Among  those  reeds  where  Pan  yet  pipes  an  air 
To  put  his  melancholy  out  of  mind, 

Because  of  Syrinx  or  Apollo's  lute  

The  ghost  of  a  Greek  sorrow.  Boughs  now  lean 
With  blossom  pledged  to  bear  Hesperian  fruit: 
No  beauty  is  lost  of  that  still  lovely  scene. 

No  change  is  there,  but  what  dark  change  is 
here, 

Where  Time  forgets,  while  each  hour  lives  a 
year. 
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FAUTE  DE  MIEUX 

1 WOULD  my  thoughts,  like  a  defending  cloud, 
Might  dim  the  eyes  of  Fate  when  her  malign 
Events  against  your  happiness  combine 
Disastrous  arrows.  If  it  were  allowed 
My  heart  would  gladly  interpose  its  proud 
Disdain  of  Fortune,  but  no  will  of  mine 
May  come  between  you  and  the  will  Divine, 
That  Sphinx  to  secrecy  and  silence  vowed. 

All  that  is  suffered  is  to  bear  a  part, 
With  you,  in  whatsoever  chance  may  fall 
Of  tears  or  laughter,  and  to  hear  the  call 
Of  Friendship,  uttered  only  in  the  heart, 

And  on  the  instant  answer  by  Love's  art. 

Greatly  desiring,  though  his  gift  be  small. 
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OCULOS  LEVAVI 


TO  the  hills  have  I  lifted  up  mine  eyes! 
How  long  among  the  Cities  of  the  Plain 
Shall  my  soul  build  the  tower  of  her  disdain 
High  into  Heaven,  aspiring  to  the  skies 
Whence  long  ago  she  came?  No  voice  replies, 
And  Dawn  comes  heralded  by  wind  and  rain: 
Not  to  the  stars  avails  it  to  complain 
Whose  course,  for  each,  unalterable  lies. 

For  others  mortal  Love  may  gild  the  cage, 
And  keep  the  wild  wings,  for  a  little,  still 
And  charm  the  bitter  heart  to  his  sweet  will. 
My  thirst  is  too  deep  for  this  stream  to  assuage, 
My  dream  too  royal  for  this  vassalage. 
And  days  come  when  I  bear  mine  exile  ill. 
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WISHES 


IF  I  could  pluck  the  moon  of  Happiness 
From  Night's  breast,  where  it  shines,  and 
bring  it  down 
To  smooth  from  your  loved  brows  one  little 
frown, 

This  gift  were  light  for  Love.  His  fine  excess 
Longs  to  give  all,  and  sorrows  to  give  less. 

If  word  or  deed  could  win  you  Fortune's  crown 
She  should  upraise  you  in  such  high  renown, 
Fame  would  her  head  of  laurels  dispossess. 

Solomon  the  king  held  rubies  and  fine  gold 
Lower  than  Wisdom.  What  will  star  or  gem 
Seem  beside  Love,  the  ultimate  diadem! 
The  double  symbol  which  two  Niles  controlled 
Is  far  outweighed  by  his  whose  virtues  hold 
Command  of  Time  and  Death,  outlasting  them. 
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IMMORTELLES 


SUCH  understanding  have  we  in  our  loves, 
Speech,  an  importunate  stranger,  seems  to 
halt 

At  the  mind's  threshold,  fearful  to  assault 
Those  intimate  silences.  Their  being  proves 
How  we  stand  fast,  albeit  red  Mars  moves, 

And  with  his  torch-flare  fouls  the  starry  vault; 

But  finding  two  hearts  armoured  without  fault 
Leads  wide  his  ruin  from  our  twilight  groves. 

Already  Autumn  is  abroad;  the  air 

Breathes  imminent  Death,  and  now  his  huge 

wings  sweep 
Sweet  leaves,  sweet  lives,  relu(5lant  to  the  sleep 
Falling  so  soon  to  round  an  hour  so  fair. 
Dust  cannot  claim  the  roses  in  Love's  hair 
Your  flower  and  my  flower  of  the  crown  we 
keep. 
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ZAIDIR 


ACROSS  what  spaces  must  I  sweep;  sea,  sand, 
.  Mountain  and  plain  and  vague,  deserted  air, 
To  look  again  on  the  shadow  of  your  hair, 
Only  to  touch  the  shadow  of  your  hand! 
Then,  if  I  could  speak,  would  you  understand 
The  strange  voice  of  the  Silence,  be  aware 
Of  a  familiar  presence  sentinel  there, 
Invisible  above  your  slumbering  land? 

Estranging  distance  sets  the  far  thought  free, 
And  sorrow  softens,  but  it  will  not  dim, 
Sight  of  the  loveliest  of  all  stars  that  swim 

In  the  blue  night,  above  the  wondering  sea. 

Was  she  not  ours;  will  she  not  always  be. 
The  Rose  of  Heaven,  flowering  at  Heaven's 
rim? 
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LEAVE-TAKING 


HETHER  the  short-lived  shell  that  houses 
me 


Be  near  or  far,  be  seen  or  held  from  sight, 
The  power  that  is  most    me    is  a  fixed  light, 

Not  blown  by  any  wind  of  destiny. 

You  shall  be  certain,  though  you  may  not  see, 
If  for  a  space  I  should  not  speak  or  write, 
This  does  not  change  or  wander,  day  or  night, 

And  where  my  thought  is  I  shall  always  be. 

It  is  not  Death  upon  whose  lap  we  lay 
Our  Friendship  softly  as  a  child  asleep. 
But  rather  Love,  whose  irised  wings  will  keep 
The  world  and  all  unlovely  things  away. 
Till  we  come  back  and  wake  our  own,  one  day, 
Wiser  and  fairer  for  a  dream  so  deep. 
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SAPPHIRINE 


ALE  AF  of  Ivy  on  a  shining  stone 
Filled  with  clouds  floating  in  skies  softly 
blue, 

The  symbol  of  a  joy  between  us  two, 
In  form  and  colour  a  twin  secret  shown. 
We  have  each  sought  a  Beauty  of  our  own. 

Followed  her  gleam  out  of  the  Earth,  and  through 
Five  lesser  heavens  till  we  attained  thereto, 
And  found  each  other,  though  we  came  alone. 

The  Leaf's  legend  is  the  creed  of  Art — 
*'Je  meurs  ou  je  m'attache  " — the  ivy  knows 
Her  will  to  cling  to  life  until  life  goes: 
So  we  to  Beauty,  by  our  thought  and  heart 
Bind  to  her  all  our  being,  till  we  depart, 
The  Dark  Leaf  changing  to  the  Mystic  Rose. 
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WINDFALLS 

WHATEVER  shape  your  vision  takes,  it  came 
Fresh  with  soft  colour,  curved  and  com- 
passed round 
By  Lyra*s  chords,  with  her  own  silver  sound, 
When  music  quivers  at  her  touch  to  flame. 
Beauty,  not  worshipped  by  a  human  name, 
Nor  treading  near  unconsecrated  ground. 
Beyond  Demeter's  limitary  bound 
The  bow  of  your  endeavour  made  her  aim. 

To  thank  you  for  this  sharing  of  your  gift. 
So  like  a  flower  let  fall,  it  seems  not  fit, 
As  though  the  lake,  being  all  unworthy  of  it, 

Should  praise  the  wild  swan  when  her  wings  beat 
swift 

And  one  bright  plume  comes  lightly  down,  adrift, 
And  where  this  floats  his  sombre  flood  is  lit. 
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CYTHEREA 


( Vidg  Frontispiece) 

DIMLY  your  voice  comes  to  me  from  afar; 
The  raying  of  your  Beauty  athwart  my  sleep 
Falls,  and  I  am  aware,  although  I  keep 
The  visible  world  between  us  like  a  bar. 
I  cannot  rise,  released,  to  where  you  are 
But  at  the  foot  of  a  sheer  mountain-steep 
Whose  crown  is  lost  in  cloud  I  wait  and  weep 
In  darkness  save  for  Love's  appearing  star. 

Would  that  my  voice  had  some  proud  note  to  ring 
Against  the  globe  of  silence  crystal-clear 
Given  your  guarded  spirit  for  her  sphere. 
Would  but  the  Delphic  past  return  and  bring 
My  lips  the  song  they  no  more  shape  or  sing, 
The  strain  of  Hellas  you  would  stoop  to  hear. 
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LA  REVENANTE 


ONG  since,  a  strain  Circean,  Witch  of  air, 


JL^  Was  to  thy  golden  beauty  dedicate 
By  one  who  knew  not  all  the  gifts  that  were 
Held  in  Death's  hand,  when  Love  disconsolate 
Stood  by  a  shrine  whose  vestal  fire  was  dead. 
Close  lay  the  shadow  on  the  weeping  eyes. 
And  black  the  veil  upon  the  bended  head: 
Yet  this  same  Love,  now  radiantly  wise. 
Smiles,  and  a  new  song  her  forsaken  lute 
Learns,  and  in  all  the  branching  wood  resound 
The  echoes  to  a  tongue  that  has  been  mute. 
And  sings  in  a  new  language  sorrow  found. 
Over  the  crumbling  shrine,  in  ivy  hidden. 
Springs  the  young  rose,  the  wild  rose,  all  un 
bidden. 
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THE  RETURN 


I SOMETIMES  think  that  little  here  on  Earth 
My  heart  has  hold,  but  only  in  a  dream 
I  move  among  dim  shapes  that  change  and  seem 
Swayed  by  a  gust  of  passion  or  of  mirth. 
My  life,  in  some  way,  of  a  larger  birth, 

Came  from  a  far  hill,  down  an  older  stream 
Whereover  no  star  shone  of  mortal  gleam, 
But  Love  alone  was  Lord  and  Light  and  Worth. 

When  I  go  back  to  Her,  to  mine  own  land, 
Into  that  Silence  deeper  than  all  sound. 
Into  the  Peace  that  she  and  I  first  found, 

I  am  again  a  Power:  I  understand 

How  all  things  were,  and  are,  and  shall  be  planned ; 
And  Life  and  Death,  how  each  by  each  is 
crowned. 
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THE  QUEST 

I CANNOT  solve  the  mystery  of  your  eyes, 
Yet  to  foretell  what  light  your  love  will  lend 
When  into  life  my  dream  shall  condescend; 
I  cannot  shape  your  lips,  or  what  replies, 
Summoning  old  remembrance,  sweet  and  wise, 
Your  heart  to  my  heart's  question  shall  intend, 
Lover  again  to  Lover,  Friend  to  Friend, 
Who  meet  so  late,  under  such  paler  skies. 

Long  through  a  troubled  sea  I  sank  in  vain. 
And  long  weighed  down  in  voiceless  waters 
went. 

My  heart  near  failing,  and  my  courage  spent, 
Where  Hope  met  Doubt  and  trembled  to  be  slain; 
Till  sudden  Joy  throbbed  at  the  heart  of  Pain, 

And  sea-deep  shone  the  Pearl;  so  Love  was 
sent. 
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RECUEILLEMENT 

LOVE,  looking  backward  down  a  length  of  days, 
Sees  all  things  mellowed  in  a  tender  mist, 
And  if  no  live  delight  may  long  persist 
Dear  also  is  the  dreamy  ghost  that  stays : 
Softer  the  charm  seems  of  the  smile  that  plays 
At  the  faint  curve  of  lips  that  once  were  kissed, 
Cooler  the  ivory  of  arm  or  wrist. 
And  shadow-hands  have  even  gentler  ways. 

Love  has  his  pride  to  make  old  Time  a  jest. 
And  finds  a  subtle  malice  in  the  art 
Whereby  he  bears  embalmed  in  his  own  heart 

All  the  delight  the  Reaper  laid  to  rest. 

Vainly,  for  Love,  the  sun  goes  down  the  West; 
Love  is  not  mocked,  though  moon  and  stars 
depart. 
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CONTRASTS 

TIME  was,  when  over  my  enchanted  head, 
Illusion  hung  a  dome  of  cloudy  glass 
And  I  looked  up,  and  saw  vague  visions  pass, 
Amber  and  purple,  and  sea-green  and  red: 
Dreaming  old  dreams  of  lovers  long  since  dead 
I  walked  with  Love  in  gardens  where  the  grass 
Was  green  a  thousand  years  ago,  alas! 
And  heard  tired  voices  and  faint  kisses  shed. 

Then  Love,  my  love,  triumphant  as  a  God 
Drove  with  his  flaming  chariot  apace, 
And  all  the  filmy  fabric  fell  like  lace 

At  the  first  waving  of  his  starry  rod; 

For  manifest  Divinity  now  trod. 
And  Life  shrank  awed,  and  veiled  her  mortal 
face. 
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THE  CHALLENGE 

OFTEN,  at  night,  remembering  your  name, 
Letting  it  like  a  bell  with  a  soft  tone 
Swing  in  that  silence  where  I  live  alone, 
And  joy  and  sorrow  seem  to  me  the  same. 
It  is  as  though  you  were  awake  and  came 
Out  of  the  light  or  darkness,  both  unknown, 
With  more  than  the  old  glory  round  you  thrown, 
And  of  your  beauty  more  than  the  former  flame. 

Despising  Time,  we  set  our  trust  so  high 
That  we  cried    Come  between  us  if  you  can! 
And  Time  turned  down  his  glass  and  the  sands 
ran. 

We  were  too  rich  to  count  their  slipping  by: 
Were  not  the  stars  so  many  in  the  sky? 

Now  they  are  nearer  than  when  Love  began. 


35 


THE  VEILED  DIVINITY 


O HAUNTING  Beauty,  my  dark  bowl  of  Night 
Filling  with  fire  of  thine  uncharted  stars, 
Exquisite  presence,  and  pure  form  of  light 
Made  visible  between  the  worldly  bars. 
To  thee  from  censers  of  my  prayer  ascend 
The  clouds  of  that  soft,  fiery  sacrifice 
Love  maketh  of  my  heart  and  will  not  end 
Till  all  consumed  it  live  but  in  thine  eyes. 
Ever  thy  voice  falls  through  my  loneliness. 
Though  I  am  still  the  Seeker,  thou  the  Sought; 
Softly  thy  memories  about  me  press, 
Soft  in  thy  golden  meshes  I  am  caught, 
I  have  no  will  to  leave  that  loving  net. 
And  on  my  singing  lips  thy  seal  is  set. 
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GLIMPSES 


DURING  this  shadow-show,  at  intervals, 
Ceasing  to  be  a  shadow  on  a  screen, 
I  live  again  in  the  acftual,  the  unseen, 
Know  that  I  pass  through  Time's  phantasmal 
walls. 

And  clasp  a  hand,  and  hear  a  voice  that  calls 
Across  all  sorrow  and  space  that  intervene. 
The  glory  is  Egypt's  glory  that  has  been, 

Is,  and  shall  be,  for  still  the  same  light  falls. 

This  knowledge  is  the  glow  within  the  mind, 
Giving  it  fire  and  certainty  and  force. 
Wings  of  the  spirit  in  its  arrowy  course. 

Leaving  Avidya's  shivering  gulf  behind. 

This  vision  exalts  it,  sated  of  mankind. 
Divinely  athirst  for  its  eternal  source. 
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PRINCESSE  LOINTAINE 

THE  visible  world  is  nothing  to  my  mind 
Since  you  no  longer  in  a  mortal  dress 
Redeem  that  ever-crowded  loneliness 
To  which  our  love  so  little  was  resigned. 
Farther  afield,  rarer  delight  we  find 
In  that  free  heaven  where  our  thoughts  express 
More  than  Earth  dreams  of,  in  the  vain  caress 
Of  lovers  whom  her  veil  makes  mute  and  blind. 

My  loss  that  was  so  bitter  turns  to  gain: 
I  think  I  would  not,  if  by  any  prayer 
I  could  recall  you  from  the  remote  air, 
Fetter  your  presence  to  this  sombre  plane: 
I  am  Endymion  caught  to  your  moon-demesne, 
Not  you  Proserpine  sunk  to  Pluto's  share. 
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FLOTSAM 

ONCE  more  the  cypress  in  the  Italian  sky 
Against  a  summer  moon  uplifts  her  lance, 
And  while  the  waters  darkly  ripple  and  dance 
I  watch  the  unforgettable  night  go  by. 
No  sound  save  where  the  shadowy  oarsmen  ply, 
Or  the  wind  over-hears  some  song  by  chance 
Telling  of  Love's  proud  ways  and  perilous 
glance — 

Ay  de  mi,  that  again  you  had  to  die! 

Have  you  once  thought  what  a  grey  ghost  to  leave 
I  was  to  be  without  you?  A  mere  shell 
Spun  in  the  foam  of  tides  to  Heaven  or  Hell, 
So  little  curious  which  I  may  achieve 
I  shall  not  ask  or  care,  but  only  grieve 
And  still  keep  murmuring,  ''Farewell,  Fare- 
well/' 
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PREMONITION 


THE  infinite,  unforetellable  event 
Is  moving  to  me  with  a  step  so  sure 
That  my  heart  hears  it  and  can  ill  endure, 
Among  the  tumult  where  my  days  are  spent, 
Delay  of  a  delight  thus  imminent, 
And  so  beyond  belief,  pleasure  so  pure 
No  earth-born  hope  thought  ever  to  secure, 
And  faith  alone  could  look  for,  heaven-sent. 

Long  in  the  dark  and  wintry  soil  of  pain 
To  mortal  eyes  forbidden,  folded  close. 
This  lily  lovelier  than  Beauty's  rose 

On  magic  dewfall  and  ethereal  rain 

Fed  delicately  petal,  leaf,  and  vein. 
And  now  the  Hour  is  born,  the  Blossom  shows! 
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BLUE  STAR 


S  this  blue  star  looks  softly  down  among 


xV  Those  lesser  stars  the  Lord  of  Aeons  sowed, 
Scattering  gold  down  Heaven's  mid-night  road, 
Before  Earth'sblossoming,  when  Time  was  young, 
Your  Beauty  in  my  firmament  is  so  hung — 
A  wonder  and  a  sign, — your  Love  bestowed 
As  richly  as  those  rays  have  overflowed 
The  rim  of  darkness  with  their  light  far-flung. 

Shadow  is  on  the  land;  valley  and  hill 
Confuse  their  rise  and  fall,  as  night  comes 
nearer. 

And  now,  by  this,  my  sapphire  shines  the 
clearer; 

And  as  the  sea-wave  follows  the  moon's  will, 
My  spirit  owns  her  sway  and  rises  still 
To  rest  in  star-shine  beyond  day-spring  dearer. 


41 


MAYA 


I WOULD  not  have  you  envy  or  lament 
Whatever  masks  Love  wore  a  little  while 
For  my  unwisdom:  Youth's  too  hasty  style 
Caught  by  a  shadow,  on  false  errands  went, 
But  being  mocked,  learned  early  to  repent 
In  ash  of  dead  desire.  Now  he  can  smile 
Beside  a  pyramid  watching  the  slow  Nile, 
Remembering  the  Gods  and  your  descent. 

All  shades  and  counterfeits  of  Love  are  gone, 
Since  first  your  light  dismayed  each  constant 
ghost; 

Those  obstinate  dreams  and  memories  are  lost 
From  that  hour  when  the  mind's  eye  flashed  upon 
Truth  in  the  cavern  where  her  lantern  shone 

To  dazzle  Maya's  dark  and  astral  host. 
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INCOGNITO 


WHEN  Love  takes  Sorrow  by  the  hand,  and 
leaves 

Her  shining  uplands  for  the  lightless  ground, 
She  veils  the  chaplet  of  the  stars  that  crowned 
Her  heaven-nearing  brows,  and  none  perceives 
Her  sovranty;  but  only  the  soul  who  grieves 
Feels  a  new  warmth  and  radiance  abound. 
And  her  chill  silence  full  of  singing  sound; 
So  smiles  through  tears,  and  looking  up,  believes. 

In  a    world  endlessly  bitter''  the  Florentine 
Tells  how  he  toiled  while  the  mob  fought  and 
scoffed, 

Yet,  like  an  eagle's,  his  gaze  fixed  aloft 
Fell  not  from  fronting  the  sole  Sun  divine. 
And  he  beheld  the  eternal  Beauty  shine 

Whose  eyes,  for  all  the  flame  in  them,  were 
soft. 
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FALCON  OF  DESIRE 

I WAS  a  hooded  Falcon,  held  by  Love, 
Till  on  a  windy,  golden,  autumn  day 
Delight  like  a  dove,  come  fluttering  astray. 
Ventured  too  near  to  the  mysterious  grove. 
Freed  were  my  vision  and  wings;   I  towered 
above. 

And  swiftly  stooped  and  struck.  Blood  flecked 
the  grey, 

And  warm  in  Death  the  feathered  wonder  lay; 
The  eyes  closed,  and  the  breast  ceased  to  move. 

So,  at  Love's  bidding,  died  earthly  delight 
Frail  and  unfitted  for  Olympian  air. 
Found  for  mere  mortal  wings  too  chill  and  rare. 

I  need  not  sorrow  for  that  broken  flight; 

Mine  the  dominion  of  woods  far  from  sight, 
Where  winter  comes  not,  nor  the  boughs  grow 
bare. 
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" LONTAN A " 


HOW  far  a  dream-remembrance  does  excel 
All  Loveliness  a  mortal  beauty  bears 
Whereon  the  dull  earth  covetously  stares, 
Seeking  to  win  it  by  a  sordid  spell 
Of  show  and  seeming:  but  I  love  too  well 
To  bid  true  Beauty  change  her  native  airs, 
And  my  delight  in  her  delighting  shares, 
Her  starry  fields  and  flowering  asphodel. 

But  should  she,  of  her  own  celestial  grace. 
Leave  the  bright  ether  where  her  equals  shine, 
To  mix  her  glory  with  this  gloom  of  mine, 
And  pale  among  this  perishable  race — 
I  keep  my  heart  to  be  her  resting-place. 
And  therein  hold  no  image  not  divine 
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THE  INDWELLING  SPIRIT 


OTHOU  mysterious  and  lovely  Guest, 
Thou  starry  visitant  divinely  lent 
To  melt  the  winter  of  my  discontent 
And  ease  my  aching  loneliness  to  rest; 
Soft  hands,  soft  mouth,  so  eager  at  my  breast, 
I  do  not  dream.  Sleep  never  could  invent 
That  living  tenderness  of  Love's  descent 
To  leave  for  Earth  the  Islands  of  the  Blest. 

A  little  while,  O  wonder,  fold  thy  wings 
And  stay  thy  golden  flight  upon  a  bough 
Too  weak  to  carry  such  a  gift  as  thou: 

I  know  the  nest  of  which  thy  sweet  throat  sings; 

Soon  wilt  thou  end  thy  sunless  wanderings. 
And  Dawn  break  on  the  dark;  but  night  is  now. 
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EXPERIMENT 

IF  the  grey  sister — whose  untimely  haste 
Severed  the  silver  cord  that  did  retain 
Your  solar  spirit  to  this  lunar  plane — 
Thought  Love  would  thereby  suffer  extreme  waste 
Should  Death's  dark  cup,  being  bitter  to  your  taste, 
Confuse  sweet  memory  to  his  dull  stain; 
She  is  too  proud,  this  sempstress-sovereign. 
And  she  and  her  poor  scissors  are  disgraced. 

Rather  I  hold  she  did  in  this  obey 
A  mightier  mandate:  Love,  himself  to  prove 
How  far  from  Love  he  might  himself  remove 

Deliberately  cast  this  thread  away, 

Commanding  Atropos  that  she  essay 
What  force  in  Fate  is  to  determine  Love. 
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SALVAGE 


SOME  day,  when  Memory  shall  all  unseal 
Her  careful  treasure,  the  Sibylline  scroll 
Whereon  she  darkly  characSlered  the  whole 
Path  of  our  destiny's  much-labouring  wheel, 
With  how  strange  pain  and  pleasure  we  shall  feel 
Forgotten  sorrows  of  our  pilgrim-soul 
And  long  inhearsed  delights ;  all  that  Time  stole, 
So  envious  and  so  deaf  to  our  appeal. 

Then  will  Love  gain  to  pluck  sad  flower  and  sweet, 
Nile-lotus  or  grey  rose  of  Babylon, 
Be  bathed  in  fragrance  such  as  floated  on 
Drowsed  air  of  summer  nights,  and  so  repeat 
His  ecstasies  too  few  and  all  too  fleet, 

Scarce  savoured  e'er  the  flame  of  them  was 
gone. 
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SAGITTARIUS 

LOVE  puts  to  desperate  use  despised  Time, 
And  seeks  new  fruitage  upon  widowed  soil, 
Bidding  ripe  autumn  answer  winter's  toil, 
And  a  descending  season  backward  climb 
To  serve  his  sharp  desire.  Building  his  rhyme 
In  blackest  hours  and  most  dismayed  turmoil. 
His  eagerness  is  all  on  fire  to  foil 
Fate's  long  revenge,  and  Death's  foreshadowed 
crime. 

Against  all  hope  Love  reaches  his  wild  aim 
And  his  mad  arrow  strikes  a  target  set 
Remote  as  any  star  unvistaed  yet, 
Not  tracked  in  the  airy  maze,  nor  known  by  name : 
Or  Love  is  not  so  sightless  as  men  claim, 
Or  to  be  blind  I  will  not  own  regret. 
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MUMMY-CLOTHS 

AMONG  dead  poets  anciently  I  dwelt 
To  muse  on  long-since  Beauty  word-en- 
wound, 

A  perished  queen  these  sad  embalmers  bound 
As  they  beside  their  golden  mistress  knelt. 
Cold,  cold  the  heart  that  once  so  throbbed,  and  felt 
Warmth  of  divine  fire;  all  their  wealth  of  sound 
Stirs  not  the  dust  and  spices :  Death  is  crowned, 
But  this  weak  ghost  of  Majesty  will  melt. 

The  Beauty  I  sing  now  did  never  die, 

Nor  made  surrender  to  Death's  shadowy  sword. 
Whatever  change  passed  over  the  all-adored 
Was  Light,  more  Light,  whose  living  beams  defy 
Gloom,  Doubt,  Despair,  whichever  forged  the  lie 
That  over  Love  prevails  this  phantom  Lord. 
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EPILOGUE 

ASPICE  FINEM 

SEEMS  the  hour  long,  and  the  eyes  heavy, 
keeping 

Watch  over  such  wide  fields  in  night  so  deep? 
But  yet  we  cannot  fail  or  fall  or  sleep. 
For  always  in  our  ears  there  is  the  weeping. 
Have  we  not  knelt,  crushed,  in  the  house  of 
sorrow, 

And  can  we  put  the  tears  out  of  our  sight? 
The  sword  is  to  our  hand,  let  the  sword  smite; 
The  Gods  who  speak  not  now,  will  speak  to- 
morrow. 

To  us  is  given  to  endure  the  bitter; 
Shall  we  not  also,  after,  taste  the  sweet? 
Vicftory  binds  her  sandals  on  her  feet; 
The  plumed  helm  shakes,  and  shield  and  spear- 
head glitter. 

The  strong  man  is  afraid,  the  brute  heart  craven, 
And  East  and  West  his  foolish  doves  cry    Peace ! 
Let  the  doves  flutter,  but  we  shall  not  cease 
Till  to  the  stricken  field  flies  down  the  Raven. 
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Some  Press  Opinions 

Athenaeum:  Poems'  shows  lyrical  talent  above  the 
ordinary,  and  an  imaginative  power  as  welcome  as  it  is  rare. 
It  possesses  individuality  fresh  and  distinct  by  virtue  of 
which  its  author  may  go  far." 

Observer:  **The  strongest  appeal  is  made  by  the  ex- 
tremely melodious  and  rhythmical  quality  of  the  verse.  For 
sheer  music  Mr.  Fairfax  will  not  be  beaten  by  many  moderns." 

Isis  (Oxford):  "These  are  perhaps  the  most  matured 
undergraduate  verses  we  have  seen  for  a  long  time.  Some 
of  his  lyrics  and  songs  are  admirable." 

Mr.  James  Douglas,  in  the  Star:  He  is  a  scholar,  with 
a  scholar's  passion  for  the  fragrance  of  words.  The  inspira- 
tion is  literary,  but  the  echoes  are  so  romantically  rich,  and 
the  sheer  verbal  felicities  are  so  prodigally  scattered  that 
they  make  one  marvel  at  the  achievement." 
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